
 
Hungry of Heart 
 
If we bathe in plentiful water, 
if we sleep in spacious beds 
and will not hear the people  
cry for morsels, cry for bread, 
then we are hungry of heart. 
 
Those who cry are 
many more than us, 
yet we assert a mammoth claim. 
Their sufferings number 
many more than ours, 
and if we lie knowing their pain, 
we are the cold, hungry of heart. 
 
If all bathe in waters of justice, 
if all are fed and rest in warm, peaceful beds, 
there are no sounds of cries for morsels, 
cries for bread. 
There are no hungry of heart. 
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